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Just For Tonight 


Author's Notes: 

hello friends we're back at it again with some Vergal! verusinourblood and i are definitely the sole captains of 
this ship.. don't know how it got so big for us but it's definitely here to stay! plus, it's a good break from 
writing Satyricon and 1349 fics all the time (because lordt knows i've put my favorite 013 thru some shit). so 


here we are, enjoy and leave a review if you'd like! 


Nergal and Ville were lazily joined together in bed, having had another eventful day around Ville's wonderous 
home country. Nergal had been there a handful of times but it always got better with the other vocalist. 
Their time together, however, was mostly spent on weeks where Behemoth had no touring and Nergal had his 


weeks cleared in advance. This was one of those occassions. 


It was evening and the two men were flipping through random channels on television. Finnish Netflix didn't hold 
much to offer, and the current channels held nothing of Nergal's interest. He sighed and set the remote down, 
leaving the TV on some random program. Ville was next to him, laying on his stomach and humming to himself. 
His eyes lazily wandered up the Polish man's body, admiring how he looked in tight black pants with the knees 


torn, and a loose fitting sleeveless graphic tee. His arms were nicely toned and decorated in tattoos, and one 


tattoo that caught his eye rested on the side of Nergal's neck. It made Ville smile thinking of all the time he 
spent nipping, kissing and licking at it. 

Nergal's face was another thing Ville loved. His eyes were so pretty, eyebrows perfectly shaped (and always 
sexy when he rose one), lips he loved to kiss in secret. The mustache and well-kept beard also added to his 


charm. 
Then, in a quick flash of thought, his boredom instantly faded. 


The Finnish man rose up and turned to face Nergal. Wordlessly he straddled him, leaving the other vocalist 


curious and confused. 
"What're you doing, ukochany?" Nergal asked with a smile. Ville let out a low chuckle. 


| couldn't help but admire you in my boredom a few seconds ago," Ville purred, "And.. | thought of something." 


The vocalist trailed a finger down Nergal's chest, coming to rest at his navel. 

"Mm. What was that thought?" Nergal seemed to be catching on quick as he got a firm grip on Ville's ass and 
pulled him tight against his body. Ville's breath hitched, a rosy tinge rising on his cheeks. He inched close to the 
other man's ear, whispering: 


"| want to fuck you.” 


It took Nergal by surprise for sure; he'd never been topped by anybody. But Ville's straightforwardness was a 
definite turn on. Nergal stared at Ville for a split second before giving him a grin. 


"How would you fuck me?" he asked, voice low. One of his hands went to the front of Ville's tight jeans, ever so 


gently rubbing his crotch. Ville let out a low groan, biting his bottom lip. 
"Slow. Agonizingly slow. Until you grab my hips with all your strength and make me go fast until you cum." 
A shiver went down Nergal's spine hearing Ville talk like that. He had a hazy, lustful gleam in his eyes. 


| want to ride you," he near moaned, deep voice going straight to the tightness in Nergal's pants. "Would you 


like that, darling?" 


Ville sighed contently as he felt Nergal's impressive length breaching him. It felt so good, so nostalgic to have 
it filling him again after so long. Nergal's hands had a firm grip on his thighs. 


The older vocalist immediately began to move, rolling his hips slowly, just as he promised earlier. He let out a 
deep groan from the back of his throat and his eyes fluttered shut. He could feel Nergal's hands pulling him to 
go faster. 


"Mm, not yet," Ville purred, resting his hands on the headboard of the bed. "I told you | wanted to go slow, 
didn't |?" 


"I know you did, but." Nergal let a soft gasp escape him, and then thrusted upwards, hitting against Ville's 
prostate. The older vocalist whimpered, sliding up and then down again to reinact the motion 


"That's not fair of you, enkeli," the Finn moaned. Still, he kept ramming himself with Nergal's cock, his moans 
getting higher. Nergal grinned slyly and sat up, cupping Ville's face in his hands and kissing him with a primal 
passion. He moved to Ville's neck, biting and sucking the sensitive skin there, while the other vocalist let out his 


heavenly moans right into his ear. 


Ville's head was swimming; everything was perfect. Nergal's cock hit him in all the right places, his own cock 
got enough stimuli from being rubbed against the Pole's stomach, and now his lover's mouth and hands were 
roaming his body. Everything was being touched and pleased at the same time and it was all overwhemling him 


in the best ways. 
"Adam, kiss me," Ville whimpered, feeling his orgasm creeping up on him. "Kiss me while | cum for you." 
Nergal did so, his own hips moving faster in time with Ville's movements. Within seconds Ville had climaxed, 


hands gripping tightly to Nergal's shoulders, moaning obscenely through the kiss. Nergal had followed not long 
after and the two stayed in their positions, sticky and sweaty but wholeheartedly content. 


